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The  “Zepliyriis  staff”  of  last  year  has  left  us  a  standard  which 
must  be  attained.  Never  before  have  the  papers  succeeded  in 
reaching  such  a  quality  of  excellence.  It  is  for  us  to  surpass  it. 

We  cannot  but  succeed  with  two  hundred  students  to  help.  You 
will  find  the  “Zephyrus  Box”  always  ready  to  receive  your  ma¬ 
terial  ;  you  will  find  the  editors  ever  willing  to  take  what  you  have 
to  offer.  They  are  eager  and  waiting  to  work  for  the  paper.  .A.re 
you  ? 

With  such  a  beautiful  location  of  the  school,  inspiration  'J*, 
should  not  be  lacking.  With  the  tangled  wildness  of  the  rocky  hill-  VF 


tops  and  the  soft  tones  of  the  brown  and  gold  of  autumn  on  the 
southern  slope,  and  the  great  bay,  with  its  everchanging  moods, 
stretching  out  before  us  in  a  glittering  expanse  of  water — should 
we  not  feel  some  stir  of  sentiment  within  us? 

Surely  you  do  not  realize  the  worth  of  a  school  paper,  how 
much  it  means  to  the  school  and  to  you  as  an  individual.  In  our 
paper  should  be  the  best  work  and  the  loftiest  thots  of  two 
hundred  persons. 


This  year  we  look  forward  to  a  “greater  Zephyrus.”  Although 
the  number  of  issues  and  the  size  of  the  paper  cannot  be  increased, 
it  is  the  ambition  of  the  editor-in-chief  and  staff  to  improve  the 


standard  of  the  articles  submitted  for  publication.  But  it  is  en-  ^ 
tirely  impossible  to  attain  this  ideal  if  the  students  do  not  give  the-^- 
staff  their  hearty  support.  Much  of  the  success  of  our  paper  de¬ 
pends  on  the  conception  that  each  student  has  formed  as  to  the 
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part  he  plays  in  its  successful  issue.  Because  officers  have  been 
elected  to  carry  on  the  work  of  gathering  material,  publication, 
and  distribution  of  copies,  it  does  not  signify  that  the  remaining 
students  are  free  from  responsibility.  On  the  contrary  this  fact — 
because  of  the  confidence  placed  in  those  elected — makes  it  im¬ 
perative  that  everything  conceivable  be  done  to  aid  rather  than 
retard  the  efforts  of  the  staff.  Then,  with  these  truths  before  us, 
let  us  not  sit  back,  self  satisfied  and  self  complacent  with  the 
thought  that  our  duties  were  discharged  at  election  time.  Let 
us  not  think  that  our  ability  to  write  is  so  small  that  our  en¬ 
deavors  will  not  be  appreciated;  for  an  effort  made  by  one  will 
lead  others  to  make  greater  efforts  in  their  writing,  or  an  idea 
presented  by  one  may  be  enlarged  upon  later.  So  if  we  cannot 
write  exceptionally  well  our  influence  will  help  in  solving  the 
problems  of  a  better  Zephyrus.  Wake  students!  Wake!  Wake 
to  your  responsibilities  in  making  a  successful  issue  of  every 
number  of  the  Zephyrus  this  year!  Wake  to  your  privelege  of 
lending  your  support!  Let  not  this  opportunity  to  do  a  good  act 
for  your  school  pass  by  unheeded!  Wake!  Wake! 


When  is  the  next  game?  This  is  the  question  one  hears  very 
frequently,  not  only  in  school  but  also  in  town.  It  tends  to  show 
that  everyone  is  taking  a  deep  interest  in  our  football  games.  But 
why  not? — since  our  school  has  the  best  football  team  it  has  had 
for  years?  We  feel  proud  of  the  splendid  showing  our  team  is 
making  and  if  the  good  work  is  continued  we  may  entertain  hopes 
of  a  championship  team. 

The  wonderful  work  of  our  team  is  not  due  so  much  to  in¬ 
dividual  players,  but  more  to  the  speed  and  the  team-work  of  the 
boys — the  result  of  good  coaching. 

However,  we  should  not  allow  the  success  so  far  attained  to 
make  us  believe  we  are  invincible,  but  we  should  let  it  be  a 
warning  that  if  we  are  to  achieve  more  success  we  will  have  to 
work  harder,  because  the  other  teams  are  going  to  put  forth  every 
effort  to  win  from  us,  now  that  they  know  we  have  a  fast  team. 


THE  TROUBLES  OF  TOM. 


One  morning  as  Tom  Flemming  was  strolling  along  one  of 
the  pleasant  boulevards  of  Chicago,  he  met  a  young  lady  of  very 
striking  appearance.  As  was  his  habit  he  discreetly  turned  his 
head  for  a  second  glance  and  was  apparently  well  satisfied  with 
what  he  saw  for  as  he  started  on  again  he  muttered  “Peach”  to 
himself.  One  half  hour  later  he  met  the  same  woman  in  another 
part  of  the  city,  again  he  looked  and  this  time  wondered  at  the 
coincidence  that  should  bring  them  together  twice  in  one  day 
among  all  of  the  millions  of  the  great  city. 

A  few  weeks  later  he  met  this  young  lady  at  the  home  of  one 
of  his  friends.  Miss  Emma  Robinson  was  her  name,  and  she  in 
turn  introduced  him  to  her  twin  sister.  Miss  Emiline.  Then  it 
dawned  on  Tom  that  he  had  seen  two  separate  and  distinct  women. 
He  murmured  something  about  being  very  glad  to  meet  Miss 
Robinson  and  then  turned  to  Miss  Emiline  and  said,  ‘This  is  my 
dance  is  it  not?” 

Now  the  dance  really  belonged  to  Miss  Emma  but  Thomas 
had  already  mixed  the  two  sisters,  and  was  never  able  to  keep 
them  separate  from  this  time.  In  the  course  of  the  waltz  with 
Miss  Emiline  he  begged  to  be  allowed  to  take  her  home.  This 
was  granted  and  when  Miss  Emma  appeared  ready  to  go  home, 
he  calmly  gave  her  his  arm  and  started  off.  She  was  somewhat 
taken  aback  by  the  cool  and  silent  way  in  which  he  did  it,  but 
went  with  him  nevertheless. 

Imagine  Miss  Emiline’s  indignation  when  she  found  that  her 
escort  had  disappeared.  Tom  however  never  discovered  that  he 
had  made  a  very  grave  blunder  but  began  to  call  at  the  Robinson 
home  with  great  regularity  and  evident  matrimonial  intent.  Which 
of  the  two  girls  he  cared  the  most  for,  was  a  question  that  bothered 
him  not  a  little,  but  one  night  he  steeled  himself  against  the  great 
occasion  and  determined  to  ask  either  of  the  two  sisters  that 
happened  to  be  at  home,  to  be  his  wife. 

It  turned  out  that  this  was  Miss  Emiline  and  so  when  the 
parlor  lamp  was  turned  low  and  all  the  rest  of  the  family  were 
asleep  he  put  forth  his  proposition  and  although  Emiline  told 
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him  that  her  father  would  not  consent  she  promised  to  elope  and 
marry  him  the  next  night  at  ten. 

As  he  stood  beneath  her  window,  Miss  Emma  came  out  of 
the  front  door  and  he,  mistaking  her  for  his  bethrothed,  quickly* 
bustled  her  into  a  cab  amid  her  protests  and  hustled  off  to  a 
minister.  The  fair  Miss  Robinson  soon  realized  what  was 
wrong  but  decided  that  she  might  as  well  have  Thomas  as  for 
Miss  Emiline  to  get  him.  The  minister  was  found  and  very  shortly 
they  were  pronounced  “Man  and  Wife.” 

Next  morning  as  the  newly  wedded  husband  was  out  alone 
for  air,  he  was  met  by  the  county  clerk  who  told  him  that  in 
some  strange  way  he  had  married  the  wrong  woman,  for  his  wed¬ 
ding  license  gave  him  permission  to  marry  Miss  Emiline  Robinson 
and  that  his  wife  was  registered  at  the  hotel  as  Mrs.  Emma 
Fleming.  Tom  realized  that  he  had  made  some  awful  mistake  and 
took  out  a  wedding  license  to  marry  Miss  Emma  and  fled  in  search 
of  her.  He  met  Miss  Emiline  who  wondered  why  he  had  not 
waited  for  her  the  night  before,  and  muttering  something  about 
“Terrible  bonehead,  awful  mistake,  must  be  married  right  away,” 
he  hurried  her  off  to  the  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  was  married  for 
the  second  time. 

The  married  couple  slowly  made  their  way  back  to  the  hotel 
and  were  met  by  the  first  Mrs.  Flemming  who  exclaimed,  “Con¬ 
gratulate  me,  Emiline,  I  am  Mrs.  Fleming.” 

‘Oh,  no,  sister,  Tom  and  I  were  married  only  a  half  hour  ago.” 

From  behind  them  came  a  series  of  wild  screams  and  yells 
and  the  two  brides  turned  to  find  their  common  husband  in  con¬ 
vulsions  on  the  floor.  An  ambulance  was  called  and  Tom  was 
taken  to  the  hospital,  a  raving  maniac.  To  this  day  he  sits  in  a 
padded  cell  muttering  to  himself,  “Twins, — Emma  and  Emiline, — 
Two  wives, — Two  licenses, — Elopements, — Justices  and  Ministers, 
— Two  wives, — Twins.  ’  ’  ?  ?  * — Oh  Help.” 


D.  G.  ’14. 
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HALLOWEEN. 


Oh,  Halloween,  that  spirit’s  eve. 
The  spookiest  of  the  year 
To  all  the  ancient  “mossbacks” 

And  “crabbers”  you  are  dear  (?) 

Every  little  “rough-neck,” 

Or  girl  togged  out  in  white 
Is  trying  with  his  very  best 
To  have  some  fun  tonight. 

And  now  in  the  gloaming 

Every  “kid”  in  town  is  out 
Making  the  midnight  noisy 

With  every  kind  of  shout. 


Everyone  is  happy 

But  the  happiest  I  ween, 

Is  the  valliant  High  School  lad 
A-going  out  to  “queen.” 


A  LEGEND. 


D.  G.  ’14. 


Many,  many  years  ago,  even  long  before  John  Jacob  Astor 
founded  Astoria,  all  of  the  Gods  and  Goddesses  of  the  World 
lived  up  in  the  sky,  watching  over,  and  caring  for  the  mortals. 

One  day  Jupiter,  the  diety  presiding  over  the  sky,  went 
down  to  earth  to  visit  the  mortals,  and  sad  indeed  was  the  sight  he 
beheld.  The  land  had  had  no  rain  for  months  and  months,  the 
people  were  slowly  dying  from  thirst  and  not  a  sign  of  vegetation 
was  to  be  seen.  Jupiter  shuddered  at  the  sight. 

When  he  returned  to  his  home  in  the  clouds,  he  told  Mercury, 
the  winged  messenger  of  the  gods,  of  the  sad  condition  of  the 
mortals. 
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Jupiter  said,  “I  will  cause  a  great  storm  for  the  people,  but 
in  order  to  do  this,  you  must  make  a  small  rift  in  all  the  clouds 
extending  over  the  whole  world.  Then  I  will  cause  rain  and  it 
will  fall  through  the  rifts  and  people  will  welcome  it  with  glad¬ 
ness.” 

Mercury  consented  to  perform  his  task,  and  borrowed  a  small 
sword  belonging  to  Mars,  the  God  of  War.  Just  as  his  task  was 
about  completed  Jupiter  began  to  roll  huge  boulders  together  to 
make  thunder.  This  so  startled  Mercury  that  his  hand  gave  an 
unexpected  movement,  and  caused  him  to  make  a  very  large  rift 
above  what  is  now  the  beautiful  city  of  Astoria,  and  it  is  for  this 
reason  that  to  this  day  our  little  City-by-the-Sea  has  more  than  its 
share  of  Jupiter’s  tears.  -v 

J.  M.  G.'MS. 


THINGS  ARE  NOT  ALWAYS  AS  THEY  SEEM. 


“Did  you  hear  the  news?” 

“No,”  said  I. 

“There  is  a  shipwreck.  You  can  see  the  life  boats  with 
people  in  them.  They  are  directly  off  from  the  Hotel  in  the  edge 
of  the  breakers.  Come  up  and  see  what  happens.” 

I  walked  up  the  piazza  of  the  Hotel  to  “see  what  I  could 
see.”  Looking  far  out  into  the  foamy  mass  of  the  breakers,  one 
could  see  something  in  the  form  of  a  life  boat. 

The  people  were  collected  in  groups  and  discussing  affairs 
in  a  general  way,  and  eventually  came  to  the  conclusion  that  they 
might  be  logs  floating  leisurely  in  the  seas,  with  nothing  more 
to  do  than  to  get  in  the  way  of  passing  ships,  and  to  frighten  the 
poor  little  fishes. 

“Look  how  close  they  are  now,  they  are  not  logs.  Are  they 
people  ?” 

“But  look  at  them  fly.  That’s  queer.  Oh,  they  are  merely 
those  nasty  little  sea  gulls!”  '  = 

W.  K.  ’15. 
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A  SIDE  LINE  SOLILOQUY 


Come  on  High  School,  line  ’em  up, 

Get  that  Lincoln  on  the  jump! 

Blow  your  umpire ! 

Start  that  wildfire ! 

Astoria,  eat  ’em  !  Chew  ’em  up ! 

Go  it  fellows!  Hand  it  to  ’em. 

You’ve  got  their  old  angora  coinin’, 

Straight  and  hard. 

To  your  back  yard. 

All  together  now  for  somethin’! 

Stop  that  man  !  Holy  smoke  ! 

Thru  your  line,  straight  he  broke! 

“Ericks"  got  him. 

Now  he’s  thrown  him. 

Oh  you  Lincoln  !  We’re  no  joke  ! 

Come  on,  old  top !  Play  the  game ! 

Center  rush,  or  end,  the  same ! 

Sanders  thru. 

Nelson  too! 

Ow!  Wow!  No!  No!  Gee,  that’s  lame 

Astoria’s  ball !  Time !  Not  yet ! 

Down  the  field  you’ll  sweep  you  bet! 

Near  your  goal. 

Watch  the  ball. 

Nelson’ll  get  that  place  kick  yet ! 

There  goes  Burns,  the  little  scamp. 

Watch  him  on  the  side  lines  camp. 

Forward  pass. 

Rush  “en  masse,’’ 

Touch  down  !  Out  goes  Lincoln’s  lamp. 
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Easy  goal  kick!  Ten  to  nix! 

Lincoln’s  in  an  awful  fix ! 

The  last  quarter, 

You  can’t  start  ’er 

Unless  you  star  some  rough  house  licks. 

“Bob  is  killed!  Take  him  out! 

“Cotton’s”  busted  bad  no  doubt ! 

There  goes  “Charlie” ! 

Out  goes  “JMollie”! 

All  the  best — Come  on  old  scout ! ! ! 


“Bob”  goes  in,  game  sport  to  end! 
Lincoln  made  a  tuochdown  then. 
Hold  that  line ! 

Hold  ’em  fine  ! ! 

Billie,  Backlund,  “Turk,”!  Again!! 


That’s  it  huskies!  You  old  “bull  moose’ 
Time  is  called!  Now  turn  it  loose! 

Rah !  Rah !  Rah !  Rah ! 

Ten  to  six!  Hip!  Huzzah! 

Nuff  said  fellows!  What’s  the  use! 


’  I 


-A- 

D.  E.^13. 


THE  PRICELESS  BELT 


The  Colverton  Jewelery  Company  had  planned  a  great  ex¬ 
hibition  of  antique  jewelery,  and  some  of  their  own  manufacture. 

Their  works  were  situated  out  of  S -  about  five  miles,  the 

trip  being  made  by  a  suburban  line. 

President  Colverton  had  arranged  with  the  S -  Detect¬ 

ive  Bureau  to  send  their  best  man  to  the  exhibition  as  one  of 
the  guests.  This  was  to  safeguard  against  any  possible  burg¬ 
lary. 

The  exhibition  was  to  continue  two  days,  and  there  were 
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quite  a  number  of  guests  invited.  The  first  day  everyone  wandered 
around  at  will,  and  was  shown  the  different  exhibits  by  the  Pre¬ 
sident. 

The  last  place  of  interest  on  the  first  day’s  tour  was  the 
room  containing  the  antique  jewelery.  Here  were  numerous  or¬ 
naments,  which  were  highly  valued  and  among  which  was  the 
priceless  belt. 

This  belt  was  supposed  to  have  belonged  to  a  queen  of  Egypt 
thousands  of  years  before.  It  contained  several  kinds  of  precious 
stones  of  large  size. 

After  the  party  had  left  this  room,  it  was  noticed  that  the 
belt  had  disappeared.  The  detective  was  summoned  at  once,  and 
informed  of  the  loss.  He  asked  the  President  to  describe  the  belt. 
This  Colverton  readily  did.  The  detective  told  him  to  hold  the 
party’s  attention  for  about  thirty  minutes,  then  to  ask  them  into 
the  company’s  reception  room  to  have  their  pictures  taken  as 
souvenirs  of  the  occasion. 

The  President  asked  the  party  to  look  over  the  new  system¬ 
atic  jewelery  making  machines,  thereby  keeping  their  attention 
until  the  time  of  the  picture-taking.  After  being  photographed, 
the  party  left  for  the  city. 

The  next  day  they  returned  to  look  at  the  remaining  articles 
of  interest. 

The  detective  called  the  President  aside  and  told  him  to  ask 
the  party  to  pose  again  for  pictures  as  the  former  ones  turned  out 
bad.  Pictures  were  again  taken  and  the  guests  went  to  inspect¬ 
ing  the  exhibits. 

About  ten  minutes  after  the  pictures  were  taken,  the  detect¬ 
ive  again  called  Colverton  aside  and  told  him  to  interview  Mrs. 

H - .  This  was  done  in  private  and  the  belt  was  returned  by 

the  lady  who  said  that  she  had  found  the  belt  in  her  husband’s 
possession  and  had  stolen  it  from  him  to  return  it  to  the  works. 

President  Colverton  was  interested  in  how  the  detective  had 
discovered  the  belt.  The  detective  explained,  saying  that  the  first 
day  he  had  scales  arranged  in  the  reception  room,  with  the  help 
of  a  carpet  and  screens.  The  weight  of  each  person  was  taken 
as  he  sat  for  the  picture.  He  had  taken  note,  that  the  belt  weighed 
exactly  nine  pounds. 
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On  examining  the  weights  on  the  second  day,  Mr.  H 
weighed  nine  pounds  less  than  on  the  first  day,  and  Mrs.  H 


nine  pounds  more. 

When  the  party  again  was  united,  Mr. 
departure.  The  matter  was  kept  quiet, 
works. 


H -  had  taken  his 

and  the  party  left  the 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  THE  NORTH. 


Far  north  in  God’s  ice  bound  land  where  there  is  no  night, 
and  where  the  bitter  cold  gnaws  at  the  flesh,  there  is  a  hovel,  a 
snow  covered  hovel  which  sorrow  claims  her  own.  I  had  left  the 
fur  trading  post  and  was  out  hunting  when  I  came  upon  it.  It 
was  similar  to  the  other  Indian  hovels  which  I  had  seen,  a  cave 
dug  out  of  the  side  of  a  hill.  From  the  outside  you  could  see 
only  a  small  passageway,  through  which  you  must  enter  on  your 
hands  and  knees  to  reach  the  main  hut.  I  have  seen  many  inter¬ 
esting  huts,  the  interior  of  which  were  lined  with  boards,  and  oft- 
times  these  boards  were  papered  with  gay  colored  wall-paper 
which  the  owners  had  secured  by  some  means.  Furs  hung  from 
the  ceiling  filling  the  air  with  their  pungent  odor.  In  the  corner 
there  would  be  an  old  stub-toothed,  leather-skinned  squaw  mak¬ 
ing  baskets  or  carving  ivory,  while  she  watched  the  fat  baby  roll 
over  the  floor  like  an  overgrown  pup.  From  the  outside,  as 
I  said,  all  that  can  be  seen  of  the  hovel  is  a  hole  in  the  ground. 
A  cluster  of  these  Indian  homes  gives  a  curious  impression,  more 
like  the  homes  of  so  many  animals  than  of  men. 

I  came  upon  this  hovel  one  afternoon,  when  tiny  snowflakes 
were  just  beginnig  to  fall  and  banks  of  clouds  threatened  a  big 
snow  storm.  As  I  was  some  distance  from  home,  or  any  other 
place  of  shelter,  I  dropped  on  my  hands  and  knees  and  was  making 
progress  down  the  dark  passageway  when  I  came  in  contact  with 
the  woolly  coat  of  some  beast.  My  blood  froze  within  my  veins 
for  I  feared  that  by  some  trick  of  the  brain,  I  had  mistaken  the 
den  of  some  bear  for  the  home  of  the  Indian.  The  woolly  coat, 
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I  found,  covered  an  Alaskan  dog,  who  snarled  and  was  about  to 
tear  me  to  pieces  when  a  soft  feminine  voice,  in  carefully  spoken 
English,  bade  it  be  quiet. 

You  can  imagine  how  embarrassed  I  was  when  I  stuck  my 
head  into  the  hut  for  I  expected  to  find  that  I  was  forcing  myself 
upon  some  white  trader’s  wife. 

“Starbright,  is  that  you?”  a  voice  greeted  me  in  soft  axious 
tones. 

“No,  it  is  a  stranger.”  I  saw  the  form,  bent  low  over  the 
reed  basket,  start  at  the  sound  of  my  voice.  A  face,  the  like  of 
which  I  have  never  seen,  was  turned  toward  me.  It  was  that  of 
an  Indian  woman  who  had  suffered  from  a  broken  heart.  Each 
line  in  her  bronzed  face  bespoke  of  great  sorrow,  her  great  plead¬ 
ing  eyes  stirred  your  innermost  soul.  She  was  different  from  the 
characteristic,  flat  nosed,  Alaskan  Indians,  for  I  could  see  that 
in  her  youth  she  had  had  an  alluring  beauty. 

I  axplained  my  plight  to  her  and  she  kindly  welcomed  me  to 
remain  at  her  hut  until  the  storm  should  abate.  We  sat  before 
the  glowing  coals  in  the  fireplace,  and  with  curiosity  I  watched 
the  flames  play  on  her  face,  and  listened  to  her  talk. 

“You  are  the  first  white  man  I  have  seen  for  many  long 
years,  stranger,  and  I’m  glad  you’ve  come,  for  Starbright’s  sake.” 

“Starbright?” 

“Listen,  stranger,  and  I  will  tell  you  about  her.”  The  In¬ 
dian  woman  settled  back  and  gazed  intently  into  the  ever  chang¬ 
ing  flames  of  the  fireplace.  Sad  meditation  was  written  on  her 
face. 

“From  far  across  the  seas  one  year  came  a  ship  carrying  two 
hundred  men  who  had  come  to  fish  on  these  shores.  Most  of 
these  men  were  rough  and  uncouth,  but  it  happened  that  with 
them  was  a  young  doctor  who  was  drowning  his  sorrows  of  a 
disappointed  love.  Upright  and  manly  he  was,  with  a  great  ten¬ 
der  heart. 

“As  he  sailed  northward  in  the  great  ship,  southward  came 
a  canoe  carrying  a  beautiful  Indian  maiden  and  her  old  mother, 
coming  to  sell  their  baskets  and  ivory  curios.  There  was  a  sad¬ 
ness  in  the  girl’s  eyes  for  she  was  not  content  with  the  narrow 
Indian  life. 
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“With  his  great  heart,  the  doctor  sympathized  with  the  girl, 
and  unawares  he  allowed  his  sympathy  to  turn  to  love.  When 
the  ship  sailed  south  in  the  fall,  it  left  the  young  doctor  wedded 
to  the  sad-eyed  maiden. 

“It  was  with  great  gladness  that  they  welcomed  the  little 
child  born  to  them.  When  the  little  girl  sickened  and  daily  grew 
weaker,  the  girl-mother  begged  the  father  to  take  her  to  his 
country,  where  she  might  be  cured. 

“The  mother’s  heart  broke  when  the  mail  boat  bearing  them 
away  from  her,  disappeared  from  her  sight.  With  bowed  shoul¬ 
ders  and  sinking  head  she  returned  to  her  hut  to  wait.  The  years 
dragged  on  until  they  numbered  twenty,  and  no  word  had  come 
from  her  loved  ones. 

“But  down  south  there  was  another  story.  The  little  one  had 
been  cured,  and  had  blossomed  into  womanhood,  a  little  dusky- 
eyed  creature,  who  held  her  small  world  at  her  feet  by  her  mar¬ 
velous  voice.  Oft  times  she  had  plead  her  father  to  tell  her  of 
her  mother,  but  it  was  not  until  she  had  been  betrothed  that  he 
was  aroused  to  his  duty.  One  year  they  sailed  to  Alaska,  the 
maiden  unconscious  of  the  intent  of  the  voyage. 

“Dull  was  the  cold  day  when,  in  their  wanderings,  they  came 
upon  the  hut  which  the  father  sought.  They  entered  together  to 
find  a  cold  desolate  looking  room,  in  the  corner  of  which  a  woman 
crouched,  her  unseeing  eyes  fixed  on  the  empty  hearth. 

’’  ’This,  my  dear,  is  your  mother.’  The  great  form  of  the  man 
shook  with  sobs  as  he  uttered  these  words. 

“Stranger,”  the  Indian  woman  moaned  as  she  beat  her  hands 
against  her  breast,  “You  should  have  seen  the  child's  eyes  as  she 
gazed  at  the  bent  form.  Perplexity  at  first  filled  them,  but  as 
she  gathered  the  great,  terrible  meaning  of  her  father’s  words, 
something  blazed  behind  them  and  went  out  like  a  flickering 
flame.” 

She  stopped  here  for  she  was  so  shaken  by  grief  that  she 
could  utter  no  word.  When  her  grief  was  somewhat  abated  she 
continued. 

“At  that  moment  the  girl’s  sensibility  left  her.  She  became 
as  a  little  child,  with  no  memory  of  the  past,  no  thoughts  of  the 
future.  Day  out  and  day  in  she  wandered  among  the  gloomy 
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caves,  over  the  wind  swept  hilltops,  ever  singing  weird,  beautiful 
music,  pulsating  with  the  pains  and  throbs  of  a  broken  heart. 

Stranger,  that  girl  who  sings  as  the  wind  sobs  and  sighs  is 
Starbright,  and  I  am  her  mother.” 

The  tears  were  falling  down  my  cheeks  when  she  ceased 
talking,  and  together  we  mourned. 

Oh,  God !  burst  from  the  lips  of  my  companion,  “Starbright 
IS  out  wandering  in  this  snow  storm  alone— alone !” 

I  burst  from  the  hut  and  wildly  struggled  through  the  snow 
drifts.  Far  over  the  flat  country  I  went,  scanning  the  horizon 
for  some  sign  of  the  singing  maiden.  1  saw  her  at  last  on  the 
edge  of  a  precipitous  cliff,  singing  to  the  roaring  sea  below  her. 
She  stood  her  heavy  hair  tossed  by  the  wind,  like  a  sea  nymph 
who  had  strayed  ashore.  As  I  drew  near  I  heard  her  singing; 
singing  in  beautiful,  unearthly  tones.  I  called  to  her,  and  she 
turned  her  face  toward  me.  Great  and  sorrowful  were  her  eyes! 
Fear  crept  into  them  when  she  saw  me,  and  with  a  melodious  cry 
full  of  passionate  longing,  she  sprang  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff! 
With  a  sob  I  leaped  forward  and  looked  down  into  the  terrible 
abyss  below.  But  only  the  crashing,  roaring  waves,  beating 
against  the  rocks,  met  my  eyes. 

E.  W.  ’13. 


Horrible  goblins  squatting  ’round, 

Awful  noises,  then  not  a  sound. 

Lanterns  made  of  pumpkins  yellow 
Lighted  up  to  scare  a  fellow 
Obnoxious  chestnuts,  prickly,  green, 

Witches  worse  than  ever  seen 
Eager  paring  of  apples  red. 

Earnest  eating  of  salt  “fate  bread,” 

Nightmare  after  going  to  bed — 

That’s  Halloween. 

M.  B.  ’14. 
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DID  THIS  EVER  HAPPEN  TO  YOU? 


Just  as  Morpheus  was  guiding  me — a  weary  and  drowsy 
traveler — in  that  ever  delightful  land  of  slumber,  I  was  suddenly 
started  by  the  opening  of  my  bed-room  door. 

Instantl}'  I  sat  up  in  my  downy  bed,  and  to  my  surprise 
beheld  a  figure  clad  in  a  long  white  garment.  Who  can  it  pos¬ 
sibly  be?  Is  it  some  knave  or  robber  seeking  money?  Is  it  some 
somnambulist  or  perhaps  some  member  of  the  household  wander¬ 
ing  into  the  wrong  apartment? 

A  sudden  fear  came  over  me.  I  felt  a  cold  shiver  run  up  my 
back.  Look !  It  approaches  a  step  nearer.  My  heart  begins  to 
throb  faster — faster  I  say,  increasing  every  moment.  I  fear  it 
will  burst.  My  terror  is  extreme !  I  try  to  restrain  myself  but 
all  in  vain.  O,  what  shall  I  do?  See,  it  moves  about!  Look, 
there  it  goes !  Now  it  is  at  my  dresser !  Horrors,  it  is  facing 
me  and, - with  a  look  of  despondency - a  soft  gentle  fe¬ 

minine  voice  disturbed  the  deep  silence  of  the  night,  saying, 
“Daughter,  have  you  seen  anything  of  my  petticoat?” 

L.  F.  ’13. 

r-  '  ■ 
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SCHOOL  NOTES. 


I.  “Vacation  is  over  and  school  has  begun.”  And  great  was 
the  beginning.  The  happy  faces  and  cheery  greetings  seen  and 
heard  at  the  opening  of  school  on  September  Sixteenth  told  of  the 
pleasant  vacation  had  by  every  one;  and  the  spirit  with  which  eve- 
rybody  took  hold  and  are  still  hanging  on  assures  us  of  a  most^-^jx^ 
successful  year.  The  new  “Freshies”  were,  after  great  ingenuity  \ 

on  the  part  of  Mr.  Stone,  “corralled”  and  placed  under  the  care 
of  Miss  Wise  and  Miss  Ward,  who  with  the  assistance  of  the 
school  in  general,  have  subdued  them  so  that  they  are  now  doing 
nicely. 


II.  One  of  the  great  additions  to  our  school  this  year  is  the 
new  assembly  room.  The  room  used  as  a  lunch  room  last  year 
has  been  fitted  out  with  desks  and  tables  into  an  assembly  and 
study  room.  Instead  of  remaining  in  the  different  recitation 
rooms  during  our  vacant  periods,  we  now  go  to  the  study  room 
where  it  is  quiet  and  spend  the  period  in  study. 

III.  Another  change  in  our  system  this  year  is  in  the  library. 
As  the  vacant  periods  of  the  different  teachers  are  spent  in  the 
new  study  room,  the  library  has  been  placed  in  charge  of  the 
students.  Mr.  Stone  is  greatly  pleased  with  the  new  system  and 
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feels  sure  of  its  success.  The  following  students  have  been  ap¬ 
pointed  as  assistant  librarians: 


Emily  Sanders  1  Period 

Lief  Halsan  2  Period 

DeWitt  Gilbert  3  Period 

Jennie  Bangsund  d  Period 

Alfred  Anderson  5  Period 

Mary  Ward  6  Period 

Hilda  Peterson  8  Period 

Agnes  Voss  7  Period 


IV.  Our  first  Student  Body  meeting  was  called  on  Septem¬ 
ber  nineteenth  for  the  purpose  of  raising  money  for  Athletics  and 
electing  an  athletic  board.  A  tax  of  fifty  cents  a  semester  was 
levied  on  each  member  of  the  Student  Body  to  be  used  for  the 
different  branches  of  Athletics.  The  following  students  were 
elected  to  serve  on  the  board  with  Mr.  Reifel  who  was  elected 
Manager  of  Football  last  June: 

Manager  of  Basketball  Ben  Burns 

”  ”  Track  Martin  Nelson 

”  ”  Baseball  Arthur  Fertig 

V.  October  Eleventh  and  Twelfth  will  always  remain  a  bright 
and  pleasant  memory  to  the  people  in  general  and  to  the  schools 
of  Astoria  especially. 

For  many  weeks  and  even  months,  the  pupils  of  the  grades  in 
the  city  and  rural  schools  have  been  busy  planning  and  repro¬ 
ducing  exhibits  for  this  fair.  The  results  were  far  beyond  the 
most  hopeful  expectations  of  the  most  optimistic  promoters.  . 

The  morning  of  the  eleventh  dawned  clear  and  beautiful. 
For  several  days  there  had  been  a  force  of  experts  busy  arranging 
the  many  exhibits  in  the  hall  over  the  Lurline  dock  and  long 
before  the  appointed  hours  for  the  parade  the  parents  and  pupils 
from  rural  districts  began  to  pour  into  the  city  by  train,  boat, 
and  every  conceivable  means  of  transportation  until  the  streets 
looked  as  if  there  were  a  circus  in  town. 

Promptly  at  the  hour  appointed  the  lines  began  to  form  on 
Commercial  street  for  the  parade.  The  rural  schools  led  the  pro¬ 
cession,  followed  by  the  grade  schools  of  the  city.  All  of  these 
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showed  great  enthusiasm  and  care  in  arrangement,  but  tliey  didn’t 
have  a  “look  in’’  with  the  High  School. 

These  disciples  of  Solomon  gave  vent  to  all  the  pent-up 
knowledge  of  the  past  and  much  of  the  future  ages,  in  “make  up’’ 
and  banners.  The  most  unique  and  interesting  of  all  these  was 
the  football  display.  Manager  Reifel  had  his  team  demonstrating 
their  skill  in  the  line  of  marvels  and  the  rooters  and  enthusiasts 
carried  banners  announcing  the  determination  to  capture  Jeffer¬ 
son  s  goat  in  the  game  the  next  day.  Several  “Has-beens’’  showed 
what  had  happened  to  them  as  a  result  of  participating  and  sym¬ 
pathizing  with  Jefferson.  Mutt  and  Jeff  made  a  great  hit  with 
the  crowds. 

After  the  parade  the  crowd  made  its  way  to  the  hall  of  ex¬ 
hibits,  where  for  several  hours  the  mass  of  people  was  so  dense 
that  the  writer  could  not  get  in.  But  by  going  down  early  on 
the  twelvth,  he  was  able  to  get  into  the  midst  of  a  most  wonder¬ 
ful  display  of  exhibits. 

These  exhibits  were  surprising  in  their  great  abundance  and 
high  qualities  of  fitness.  The  girls  had  splendid  displays  of  needle¬ 
work  and  cooking.  The  high  school  girls  convinced  the  most 
skeptical  that  whatever  man  is  fortunate  enough  to  get  one  of  their 
number  need  not  fear  of  being  forced  into  critical  stages  of  gastric 
disorder  by  the  bride’s  experimenting  in  cooking  and  over-straining 
his  digestive  organs. 

The  boys  had  many  exhibits  of  poultry,  fruits,  vegetables,  and 
the  manual  arts.  The  whole  affair  reflected  great  credit  upon  the 
teachers  who  planned  the  work  and  upon  the  pupils  who  executed 
it.  Great  credit  is  due  the  local  committee  who  carried  out  the 
directions  of  State  Superintendent  Alderman,  and  the  ZEPHYRUS 
takes  this  opportunity  of  expressing  her  appreciation  of  the  in¬ 
terest  in  our  welfare  shown  by  that  worthy  State  Official. 
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A.  H.  S.  CALENDAR. 


Sept.  16 - School  opens  again 

Everybody  is  glad  (?)  to  get 
back. 

Sept.  17 - “Which  are  stu¬ 

dents  and  which  teachers  ?“ 
Football  practice  begins. 

Sept.  18 - Study  begins  in 

earnest.  “I  am  going  to  study 
hard  this  term. 

Sept.  19 - The  Juniors  had 

to  give  up  their  seats  to  the 
hoggish  seniors. 

Sept.  20 - First  week  of 

school  ended.  The  Freshmen 

like  High  School  fine  - what 

they’ve  seen  of  it. 

Sept.  23. - Miss  Wise  thinks  the  A.  H.  S.  students  are  old 

enough  to  sit  up  straight  without  being  told. 

Sept.  24. - Ethel  brings  her  black  cat  to  school.  Where’s 

the  parrot? 

Sept.  25. - A  debate  in  the  art  class :  Resolved  that  Pink 

Backgrounds  Aren’t  Usually  Considered  Artistic ! 

Sept. 27. - U.  S.  History  class  takes  big  dose  of  laughing 

gas.  “How  many  demerits  did  you  get?” 

Sept.  27. - Students  in  Mr.  Swank’s  room  are  beginning 

to  wish  that  they  had  taken  shorthand. 

Sept.  30. - Study  room  opens. 

Oct.  1. - An  unexpected  fad  for  reading  love-stories  is  de¬ 

veloped. 

Oct.  2. - Nothing  doing  much,  only  we  find  it  hard  to  study 

with  the  lunch  staring  us  in  the  face. 

Oct.  3. - First  yell  practice.  “What’s  the  matter  with 

George’s  voice?” 

Oct.  4. - Societies  meet  for  the  first  time. 

Oct.  5. - What’s  become  of  our  history  papers? 

Oct.  7. - Blue  Monday !  No  extraordinary  brilliant  recita¬ 

tion. 

Oct.  8. - The  Juniors  are  overwhelmed  with  a  “fierce” 

Physics  test. 

Oct.  9. - Electric  stoves  installed  in  Domestic  Science  room. 

First  biscuits - like  mother  used  to  make.(?) 


iRnotball 


On  September  the  seventeenth,  one  day  after  the  opening  of 
school,  the  first  practice  of  the  season  was  called.  Capt.  Sanders- 
roused  the  spirit  of  all  “prospects”  both  for  the  first  and  second  v 
teams,  and  a  formidable  lineup  seemed  assured. 

For  two  weeks  the  boys  were  out  in  suits,  praticing  hard  for 
the  first  game  which  was  to  be  with  Lincoln  High  of  Portland — 
Champions  of  the  Interscholastic  League  for  1911. 

Coach  Rogers  loosened  the  football  tissues  of  his  proteges  in 
a  few  days.  Soon  a  set  of  signals  were  decided  upon  and  given 
to  the  team.  Then  real  practice  was  started  and  each  afternoon, 
scrimmages  were  held,  team  work  being  everlastingly  drilled  into 
the  squad. 

Great  credit  must  be  given  to  George  Reifel,  our  energetic 
manager,  who  has  been  especially  instrumental  in  securing  the 
necessary  paraphernalia  for  the  football  squad.  His  job  is  a  thank¬ 
less  one  and  appreciated  only  by  those  who  understand  the  duties 
of  such  an  office. 

The  players  wish  to  express  their  thanks  to  the  members  of 
the  faculty  who  have  shown  their  loyalty  and  enthusiasm  in  going 
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up  to  the  grounds  to  watch  practice.  It  shows  that  the  right 
spirit  is  being  manifested,  and  is  the  beginning  of  what  will  in 
the  near  future  be  a  coveted  honor — to  be  able  to  attend  the 
Astoria  High  School. 

The  rousing  manner  in  which  the  student  body  has  arisen 
to  the  occasion  in  helping  at  the  rooters  meetings  is  commendable. 

“Jimmie”  isn’t  big  enuf  to  make  a  loud  noice,  but  he  is  “the 
man  of  the  hour”  when  it  comes  to  delivering  the  noisy  goods. 

The  Lincolnites  were  met  at  the  depot  by  Capt.  Sanders  and 
Mgr.  Reifel,  who  escorted  them  to  the  leading  hostelry,  and  then 
to  the  High  School  gym. 

Lincoln  seemed  very  confident  of  sweeping  the  field  in  a  style 
suitable  to  the  significance  of  her  colors.  The  comparative 
strength  of  our  team  was  as  yet  unknown,  even  to  the  close  fol¬ 
lowers  of  the  game.  Whether  the  new  players  would  fulfill  ex¬ 
pectations  and  work  harmoniously  in  s  game  or  not,  were  quest¬ 
ions  yet  to  be  answered. 

The  Lincoln  team  appeared  on  the  field  first,  and  the  A.  H.  S. 
filed  Indian  fashion  onto  the  gridiron  a  few  moments  afterwards. 

Soon  the  whistle  was  blown  for  the  line  up,  and  the  kick  off 
followed  quickly.  Lincoln,  it  was  soon  noticed,  had  no  advantage 
over  Astoria,  evcept  in  weight,  and  they  realized  what  was  before 
them. 

THE  GAME. 

Malagamba  received  the  first  kick  off  at  the  north  goal  and 
ran  back  20  yards  before  being  tackled.  Sanders  and  Malarkey 
advanced  the  ball  8  yards,  but  Astoria  was  unable  to  make  yardage' 
again,  so  the  ball  went  to  Lincoln.  But  they  soon  fumbled  and 
Astoria  started  down  the  field  with  line  bucks  by  “Carl”  and  “Bob” 
and  a  line  buck  by  Nelson.  Lincoln  soon  held  for  downs  and  was 
given  the  ball  but  was  unable  to  advance.  Again  Astoria  secured 
the  ball.  “Bob”  made  a  gain  thru  the  line  on  the  first  down.  Nel¬ 
son  followed  with  a  straight  tackle  buck,  which  aided  by  a  ragged 
hole  opened  by  Burns,  Torkelson  and  Billie,  netted  a  30  yard 
gain,  the  ball  being  placed  behind  the  goal  line  by  the  crashing 
advance  of  Nelson.  Tho  being  called  off-side  at  the  one  yard  line, 
the  ball  was  put  in  play  again.  One  yard  to  go  in  four  downs. 
Lincoln  tightened  and  held  like  a  stone  wall.  Sanders  was  called 


thru  and  had  the  ball  over,  but  was  thrown  back  to  within  a  foot 
of  the  line.  On  the  next  signal  Malarkey  was  called  from  full 
to  make  a  smashing  play,  and  he  responded  in  grand  style.  Nel¬ 
son  kicked  an  easy  goal.  Score ;  Astoria/ - L.  H.  S.  0. 

Lincoln  then  kicked  to  Malagamba  again,  who  returned  the 
ball  15  yards.  Here  Lincoln  braced,  and  by  making  line  bucks 
and  after  an  exhange  of  the  ball  several  times  Lincoln  came  within 
striking  distance  of  the  goal.  Grace,  Lincoln’s  left  half  tore  thru 
the  line  and  then  kicked  goal. 

It  was  during  the  last  period  of  play  that  Astoria  again  came 
near  Lincoln  s  goal.  After  Burns  made  an  end  run  for  a  good  gain, 
Bob  reeled  off  15  more  and  Sanders  added  10  yards.  The  rooters 
stood  with  bated  breaths  and  a  sudden  hush,  followed  when  the 
ball  was  passed,  by  thunderous  shouting,  for  the  ball  had  sailed 
squarely  between  the  posts  for  a  field  goal,  netting  three  more  for 
Astoria. 

After  this  Lincoln  lost  all  hope  of  overcoming  the  lead  and 
the  game  ended  with  the  ball  in  the  middle  of  the  field  and  with 
nine  lusty  Rahs  for  Lincoln. 

The  line  up  was  as  follows: 


Astoria 

Position 

Lincoln 

Burns 

L.  E. 

Freeman 

Erickson.  Fertig,  Furney 

R.  E. 

Jones 

Torkelson,  Planting 

L.  T. 

Busch 

Anderson 

R.  T. 

Condit 

Backlund 

C. 

Risely 

Ekstrom 

R.  G. 

Dudley 

Billie 

L.  G. 

Jokis 

Malagamba 

Q.  B. 

Kennedy 

Sanders 

R.  H. 

Mulkey 

Malarkey 

F.  B. 

Tuerck 

Nelson 

L.  H. 

Grace 

On  the  line  Ekstrom  played  a  fast  game  and  seldom  missed  a 
tackle  and  often  broke  up  the  opponents  plays. 

Burns,  although  but  the  size  of  a  peanut,  played  .so  well  that 
it  was  noticed  by  all  the  spectators.  His  tackling  and  receiving  of 
passes  was  especially  good. 

Billie  and  Backlund  played  hard  fighting  games. 


Planting  at  center,  although  young  is  a  comer,  and  with  a 
little  more  experience  will  be  one  of  the  reliables. 

Erickson  and  Furney,  alternating  at  end  played  well  and  were 
strong  on  the  defensive. 

Anderson  was  the  usual  consistent  pillar,  always  being  there 
to  get  his  man. 

Fertig,  although  in  the  game  but  a  short  time  played  a  good 
game  at  end. 

The  backfield — consisting  of  Malagamba,  Sanders,  Malarkey 
and  Nelson  performed  splendidly,  and  with  more  practice  will  make 
a  quartet  hard  to  beat. 
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FORUM  NOTES. 

The  Forum  Society  held  their  first  monthly  meeting  for  this 
semester  on  Friday  afternoon,  the  fourth  of  October.  The  society 
was  glad  to  welcome  its  new  critic,  Miss  Wise,  and  also  a  number 
of  new  pupils  as  members.  An  interesting  program  was  rendered, 
a  debate  on  the  question  “Should  the  Societies  Participate  in 
Athletics"  being  the  most  interesting.  After  the  program  some  of 
the  students  made  extemporanious  speeches  regarding  the  different 
candidates  for  the  presidential  election. 


ALFREDIAN  SOCIETY. 

The  monthly  meeting  of  the  Alfredian  Society  was  held  on 
October  the  fourth. 

The  office  of  president  having  been  left  vacant  by  Clarence 
Cordiner,  the  vice  president,  Sam  Vannice,  was  selected  for  the 
position.  Leo  Furney  was  chosen  vice  president. 

The  meeting  adjourned  at  three  o’clock. 
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WAUREGAN  NOTES. 


The  Wauregan  Society  met  in  Miss  Badollet’s  room  on  the 
afternoon  of  October  the  fourth.  A  very  interesting  and  instruct¬ 
ive  program  was  rendered.  The  inaugural  address  by  the  presi¬ 
dent  and  a  paper  on  school  spirit  were  especially  appreciated.  The 


program  included  the  following: 

Address  .  Timon  Torkelson 

Recitation — “The  Fisherman”  .  John  Finney 

Impersonation — “Joan  D  Arc”  .  Margaret  Barry 

Current  Events  .  Louis  Malagamba 

Recitation — “Farmer  Stebbens  at  the  Bat”  ....  William  Ipark 

Paper — “School  Spirit”  .  Arthur  Fertig 

Recitation — “An  Order  for  a  Picture” .  Rose  O’Farrell 

Piano  Solo  .  Walter  Matson 


The  program  was  concluded  by  singing  the  Wauregan  song, 
in  which  all  the  members  of  the  society  joined  with  their  true 
“Wauregan  Spirit.” 

The  criticism  on  the  program  was  then  given  by  our  new 
critc,  Mr.  Swank. 

The  Wauregans  were  glad  to  welcome  to  their  society,  the 
following  new  members:  Ben  Burns,  Lois  Frazer,  Margaret  West, 
John  Reith,  Max  Riley,  Dan  Stewart,  Ethel  Amundsen,  Violet 
Hagman,  Adolphus  Hardesty,  Kee  Brown,  Esther  Michaelson, 
Edith  Borkman,  Hilma  Toloran,  Svere  Keiski  and  Alma  Pederson. 


ADELPHIAN. 

The  Adelphian  Society  met  for  the  first  time  this  year  in  Miss 
Wise’s  room,  on  October  the  fourth.  After  the  usual  interesting 
program.  Miss  Maginnis  was  unanimously  chosen  as  critic. 

The  officers  for  the  year  are:  President,  Carl  Sanders;  secre¬ 
tary.  Mary  Ward;  treasurer,  Emily  Sanders. 

Several  new  members  have  been  added  to  our  roll  among  whom 
are  the  following:  Charles  Fulton,  Margaret  Trotter,  Meta 
Vasbinder,  Janette  Reed,  Lucy  Heckard,  Hilma  Jackson,  Jennie 
Niemi  and  Alma  Nelson. 
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DEBATE. 

A  great  deal  of  interest  is  being  manifested  in  debate  this  year 
and  the  prospects  for  a  championship  team  are  very  good.  Much 
of  this  interest  originated  in  the  rivalry  arising  between  the  dif¬ 
ferent  societies.  Yet  the  desire  to  win  the  beautiful  cup  which 
wdl  be  presented  to  the  winning  society  team  was  the  all  im¬ 
portant  feature  in  arousing  the  interest  to  its  present  great  pitch. 
The  cup  will  be  presented  to  the  winning  team  by  Mr.  Herman 
Wise,  one  of  Astoria’s  prominent  business  men.  Miss  Wise  will 
act  as  coach  for  the  debators,  and  with  her  able  assistance,  we  shall 
undoubtedly  have  some  strong  aggregations  opposing  each  other  in 
the  various  literary  societies. 

The  tryouts  for  the  intersociety  debate  will  take  place  during 
the  time  alloted  for  the  regular  society  meeting,  October  25th. 
The  material  for  the  debates  has  already  arrived  and  the  pupils 
are  busy  preparing  their  work. 

The  subjects  for  the  intersociety  combats  are:  “Resolved, 
That  Capital  Punishment  should  be  Abolished  in  Oregon”  and, 
“Resolved,  That  Oregon  should  Adopt  a  System  of  Free  Text 
Books  in  Grades  Below  the  Ninth.”  The  Alfredians  and  the  Adel- 
phians  will  debate  the  former  question,  and  the  Forum  and  Wau- 
regan  the  latter.  The  intersociety  debates  take  place  one  week 
after  the  intra-society  debate.  The  final  debate  will  occur  just 
before  the  Thanksgiving  holidays,  when  the  two  winning  teams 
of  the  intersociety  debates  will  meet  for  the  championship. 

A.  A.  ’14 


THE  MANUAL  TRAINING  DEPARTMENT. 

The  manual  training  department  of  the  Astoria  High  School 
is  very  well  equipt,  having  a  suitable  number  of  benches  to  ac¬ 
commodate  those  taking  the  course  and  as  each  bench  is  supplied 
with  a  set  of  tools,  very  good  work  can  be  accomplished  by  each 
and  every  one  taking  the  course,  which  may  be  taken  one,  two,  or 
three  years  as  an  elective. 

The  manual  training  as  received  in  the  Astoria  High  School 
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is,  I  think,  an  essential  part  of  the  education  of  each  boy  because 
sometime  in  his  life  he  will  have  occasion  to  show  his  skill  in 
that  line  and  he  will  be  glad  he  learned  how  when  he  was  in 
school. 

Last  semester  a  class  was  held  from  seven  forty-five  to  eight 
forty-five  each  school  morning  and  there  was  a  large  attendance, 
much  larger  than  would  be  expected  at  that  hour  in  the  morning 
and  much  interest  was  taken  in  the  work  by  all  attending. 

The  work  accomplished  last  semester  consisted  of  the  making  of 
a  test  block  on  which  the  different  kinds  of  tools  were  used  in 
the  making  of  various  joints  and  cuts  and  also  small  pieces  of 
furniture  such  as  plant  stands,  paper  racks  and  other  useful 
articles. 

This  term  about  twenty  students  are  taking  the  course  and 
much  interest  is  shown  in  the  work,  which  will  consist  of  the 
making  of  a  work  bench,  a  mission  chair,  a  paper  rack  and  other 
pieces  of  furniture,  which  when  finished  will  belong  to  the  maker 
as  a  specimen  of  his  work  done  while  he  was  in  the  high  school. 

Thus  in  a  brief  outline,  is  given  an  idea  of  the  work  of  that 
department,  but  no  one  can  be  well  acquainted  with  the  w'ork  until 
they  have  visited  the  department,  or  taken  a  course  themselves. 

L.  T.  C.— T5. 


DOMESTIC  SCIENCE. 


This  semester  the  Domestic  Science  Department  expects  to 
make  itself  prominent. 

Our  equipment  has  been  made  better  by  the  addition  of  an 
electric  range,  and  a  fireless  cooker.  Also,  individual  electric 
stoves  and  utensils  add  greatly  to  the  conveniences. 

The  Department  can  congratulate  itself  upon  receiving  four 
blue  ribbons  at  the  Juvenile  Fair. 

Under  Miss  Summer’s  supervision  at  present,  there  are  forty 
pupils  and  she  guarantees  that  each  girl  will  make  a  competent 
housekeeper. 


J.  D.,  T4. 
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SENIOR  NOTES. 

On  September  the  16th  we  Seniors  returned  to  the  Astoria 
High  Schools,  having  been  changed  from  jolly  Juniors  into  dig¬ 
nified  Seniors.  Our  lot  was  to  sit  in  Miss  Badollet’s  room,  the 
envy  of  all  the  underclassmen.  The  only  unfortunate  feature  was 
that  due  to  a  lack  of  seats  in  that  room,  our  members  were  in 
some  cases  forced  to  seek  other  rooms.  We  have  been  the  largest 
class  to  enter  the  High  School  and  will  have  the  most  graduates, 
for  we  have  an  enrollment  of  fully  forty  members  and  this  term 
others  were  added  from  several  other  schools.  The  new  mem- 
mers  are  Leo  Furney,  Ben  Burns,  Lois  Frazer  and  Margaret 
Trotter. 

Since  we  outdo  the  preceeding  classes  in  numbers,  we  are 
going  to  try  to  surpass  in  other  things  as  well.  Class  spirit  will 
not  be  lacking  when  it  is  required. 

We  have  many  members  bringing  honors  to  the  class  in  the 
football  team.  These  are  the  following:  Timon  Torkelson,  Arthur 
Fertig,  Leo  Furney,  Ben  Burns,  Louis  Malagamba,  George  Mc- 
Connon,  and  Carl  Sanders. 

We  have  also  taken  part  in  the  exhibit,  many  of  the  boys 
showing  their  manual  training  work  and  the  girls  their  domestic 
science  work.  Many  received  prizes  and  honorable  mention  for 
their  work. 

On  September  31st  we  reorganized.  The  following  officers 
were  lected,  our  president  and  secretary  having  served  so  well 
during  our  Junior  year,  were  reelected. 

President,  Carl  Sanders 
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Vice  President,  Dorothy  Epping 
Secretary,  Mary  Ward 
Treasurer,  Dea  Imel 
Sergeant  at  arms.  Lief  Halsan 
Class  artist,  Margaret  Pinnell 
Class  Editor,  Hilda  Peterson 

On  October  8th,  we  held  another  meeting  for  the  purpose  of 
deciding  how  to  make  some  money.  The  vice  president  was  in  the 
chair.  The  class  decided  to  have  a  candy  booth  at  the  Juvenile 
Fair  on  Friday  afternoon  and  evening.  The  president  appointed 
Emma  Jackson,  Tekla  Weik,  Emily  Sanders,  Hilda  Peterson,  and 
Walter  Matson  to  serve  as  a  committee  to  arrange  about  the 
candy. 

The  sale  was  held  on  Friday  afternoon,  lasting  for  about 
half  an  hour.  So  great  was  the  demand  for  our  home  made 
candy.  We  made  ten  dollars  from  the  sale.  If  we  had  had 
more  candy  we  would  have  made  many  times  as  much. 

JUNIORS. 

The  Juniors  elected  their  class  officers  at  their  first  meeting 
this  term.  The  result  of  the  election  was  the  selection  of  the 
following : 

President,  Albert  Anderson 
Vice-President,  Alfred  Gerding 
Secretary,  Julia  Dahlgren 
Treasurer,  Gladys  Pearson 
Editor,  Ella  Staples 
Class  Artist,  Alfred  Gerding 
Sergeant  at  arms,  Martin  Nelson 

SOPHOMORES. 

A  meeting  of  the  Sophomore  class  was  called  on  the  tenth 
of  October,  for  the  purpose  of  electing  officers  for  the  present 
semester.  The  result  of  the  election  was  as  follows: 

President,  Ivor  Ross 
Vice-President,  William  Sigurdson 
Secretary,  Claudia  Malarkey 
Treasurer,  Nancy  Welch 
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Editor,  Helen  Dahlgren 
Sergeant  at  arms,  Adrian  Ford 
Class  Artist,  Claudia  Malarkey 

FRESHMEN. 

The  Freshman  class  held  a  meeting  Monday,  Oct.  7,  1912, 
for  the  purpose  of  electing  officers  for  the  present  semester.  The 
following  were  chosen  to  fill  the  various  vacancies: 

President,  James  Overton 
Vice-President,  Helen  Hay 
Secretary,  Freda  Ball 
Editor,  George  Anderson 
Sergeant  at  arms,  Henry  Weik 
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ALUMNI  NOTES. 


Nellie  Gerding,  ’96,  is  teaching  school  in 
Astoria. 

Mrs.  Howard  Knight  (Annie  McLean)  ’98,  is 
now  residing  in  Kalama,  Wash. 

Anna  D.  Campbell,  ’99  is  spending  the  winter 
in  this  city. 

Jessie  Sands,  1900,  is  teaching  in  the  Ackley 
Green  School  in  Portand. 

Mrs.  Ralph  Wooden  (Laura  Fastabend),  1903, 
is  living  at  Jewell,  Oregon. 

Ruby  Hammerstrom,  1908,  is  teaching  in  the 
Taylor  School,  of  this  city. 

Nellie  Wilson.  1908,  is  attending  Wash¬ 
ington  State  Normal  School  at  Bellingham. 

Norman  Anstensen,  1908,  is  traveling  in  the 
Orient. 

Maude  Ross,  1909,  is  spending  the  winter  in 
San  Francisco,  where  she  is  completing  her 
musical  education. 

Carl  Thomas,  1909,  who  had  charge  of  the  construction  of  the 
additions  to  the  S.  P.  &  S.  warehouses  in  this  city  last  summer  is 
now  at  the  University  of  Oregon. 

Fanny  Gregory,  1910,  is  at  home  in  this  city. 

Fred  Hardesty,  1911,  was  unanimously  elected  president  of 
the  Sophomore  class  of  the  University  of  Oregon. 

Margaret  Griffin,  1911,  is  attending  the  University  of  Wash¬ 
ington. 

Alex  Barry,  1911,  has  entered  the  University  of  Washington. 
Tunie  Juntti,  1912,  was  recently  married  in  Portland. 

Leola  Ball,  1912,  has  entered  the  University  of  Oregon  as  a 
Freshman. 
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Poetical  Freshman :  “How  the  trees  in  yon  orchard  are  moan¬ 
ing  and  sighing.” 

Listener:  “So  would  you  if  you  were  as  full  of  green  apples 
as  they  are.” 
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Miss  P.  (at  the  theatre)  :  “What  is  your  favorite  play,  Mr. 
Rogers?” 

Rogers :  “Oh,  I  think  that  tripple  pass  around  end  is  good  for 
25  yards.” 

*  *  * 

If  beef  is  beef  and  pork  is  pork,  is  Mutt  &  Jeff? 

*  *  * 

Lief  Halsan :  “What  are  you  looking  at.” 

Turk:  “I  am  beef  inspector.” 

*  *  * 

Lives  of  Football  men  remind  us, 

They  should  write  their  names  in  blood : 

And  departing,  leave  behind  us, 

Imprints  of  their  face  in  mud. — Ex. 


,K 


Freshie;  “Is  Dorothy  E.  a  Southerner?” 

Soph.:  “No,  why?” 

Freshie:  “Well,  why  is  she  always  talking  about  ‘Cotton’?" 
*  ^ 


Prof.  Johnston:  “Last  summer  I  killed  a  lion  fifteen  feet  long.” 
Senior:  “That  some  lyin’  (lion).” 

,)=  ,1c  ,1= 

Mr.  J. :  “Hpw^is  your  son  getting  along  at  High  School?” 

Mr.  M.‘*;''^Fine,  he  is  half-back  on  the  football  team  and  all 
the  way  back  in  his  studies.” 

*  iK 


“Have  you  ever  loaned  Arthur  Fertig  any  money?" 

Bob  M.:  “I  don’t  know.” 

“How  is  that?” 

Bob:  “I  transferred  some  to  him,  but  I’m  not  sure  yet  whether 
he  considers  it  a  loan  or  a  present.” 


*  *  He 

Rumors  have  been  received  that  this  is  how  it  came  about : 
Coach  Rogers  (talking  football  prospects)  :  “Martin  Nelson  is 
going  to  be  our  best  man  next  fall,  Virginia.” 

Virginia  P. :  “Oh,  Lawrence,  what  a  nice  way  to  propose  to 
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Burns:  “Why  do  you  wear  such  eternally  loud 

Leo  F. :  To  keep  my  feet  from  going  to  sleep, 
suppose?” 


sox,  Furney?” 
Why  do  you 


•  *  * 

Donald  R. :  “I  smoke  cigarettes?” 
nothing  but  fool-killers.” 

Bob  G.  ri^Ah  then,  I  don’t  blame 
a  big  risk.” 


* 

Certainly  not !  They  are 
you ;  you  would  be  taking 


*  *  * 

Papa  Allen:  “Did  you  ever  tell  that  young  Ekstrom  that  late 
hours  are  bad  for  one?” 

Mignon :  “Well,  father,  late  hours  may  be  bad  for  one,  but 
they  are  all  right  for  two.” 

*  *  * 

Dor.  E. :  “I  just  love  to  shut  my  eyes  and  think.” 

De  Witt;  “Why  don't  you  try  that  with  your  mouth  shut 
sometime,  kid?” 

^  ♦ 

E.  Byrd  (At  cannery):  “When  are  you  going  East?” 

Steelhead:  “As  soon  as  I  can.” 

*  *  * 


F.  B.  Coach:  “What  are  you  doing  there?” 

A.  A. :  “Aw,  Fm  waiting  for  a  fumble.” 

*  *  c 

C.  E.  “I  heard  Bob  is  going  on  the  stage?” 

Yes,  he  s  going  to  sweep  it  in  the  mornings.” 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb. 

But  now  it  is  no  more ; 

She  thought  she  gave  it  H  O, 

What  was  H  SO  .  ,  A . 

i 

*  *  * 

Dignified  Senior:  “Do  you  know  how  to  keep  the  students 
from  standing  in  the  hall?” 

Mr.  Stone:  “How?” 

D.  S. :  “Give  ‘em  a  chair,  and  let  ’em  sit  down.” 


"f 
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Jimmie  M.  (at  yell  practice)  “Already,  now  for  the  ‘Straw¬ 
berry — shortcake  huckleberry  pie’.” 

E.  R. ;  “Um-mm-m,  that  sounds  good  to  me.” 

I  ^  *  *  * 

Miss  Bf^in  Algebra) :  “If  you  have  no  cents  in  your  pocket 
how  can  you  pay  six  men?” 

W.  Griffin:  “On  credit.” 

*  * 

Furney  (limping)  :  “I  just  had  an  awful  fall.” 

Ross  (sympathetically):  “To  bad,  what  was  it?” 

Furney:  “I  fell  asleep.” 

*  *  * 

M.  A.  (exhibiting  some  drawings)  :  “I’ve  got  quite  a  menagerie 
now,  a  pig.^a  ^ow  and  a  horse.” 

D.  G. :  “Yes,  and  you  forgot  to  mention  that  you’ve  got  my 
goat  also.” 

He  >k  * 

Nelson :  “Gilbert,  you’re  too  slow  to  go  fast  asleep.” 

♦  ♦ 

Senior:  “I  can’t  find  aeroplane  in  this  dictionary.” 

Miss  B. :  “Have  you  looked  on  the  fly  leaf?” 

*  *  * 

Miss  Wise:  “How  did  they  discover  iron?” 

Freshie:  “I  think  they  smelt  it.” 

Miss  Badollet:  “What  was  that  noise  I  heard  in  the  library 
just  now?” 

Skee  (hastily)  :  “Why  er-I-um-it  was  the  history  repeating 
itself.” 

*  *  * 

Dorothy  D.  (after  the  Jefferson  game)  :  “Oh,  Donald,  did 
Martin  Nelson  really  break  his  collar  button?” 

*  *  * 

Miss  Badollet  (in  Algebra)  :  “Now  we  will  try  some  of  the 
problems  that  are  impossible.  Mr.  Malarkey,  put  the  first  one  on 
the  board.”, 

B.  M. :  “I  can’t  do  it.” 
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Miss  B.:  “Why  can’t  you?” 

B.  M.:  ”It’s  impossible.” 

*  *  * 

If  George  M.  buys  a  horse  will  Margaret  Trotter?  >  ■ 

*  *  * 

looking  for  trouble?” 

B.  M.r  Yes?* 

W.  G. :  “Well,  look  in  the  dictionary.” 

*  *  '  ♦ 

Mignon  A.:  (rolling  her  head  about  in  her  high  collar,  and 

rolling  her  eyes  in  misery) :  “Oh  gee,  my  collar  bone’s  sticking  into 
my  chin. 

*  * 

Mr.  Jonston  (after  a  long  discourse  on  the  evils  of  slang)  : 
How  was  Sir  Walter  Raleigh’s  expedition  to  America  financed?” 
Louis  M.:  “Queen  Elizabeth  furnished  the  coin  but  Raleigh 
got  cold  feet  and  sent  someone  else.” 

M.  J. :  ‘AVhere  do  you  get  that  stuff?” 

*  *  * 

Miss  Pritchett  (in  Latin) :  It  must  have  been  this  class  or 
was  it  the  other?” 

W/^.  G.  (getting  out  of  predicament) :  “Sure,  it  was  the  other.” 


1 


Mr.  J.  (in  history)  :  “Elsie,  how  did  Styvesant  get  along  in 
New  York?’’ _ 

E.  O. :  “Oh.  he  got  along  as  well  as  he  could  with  one  leg.” 

*  *  * 

Fresh :  “Is  Bob  Malarkey  a  race  horse  enthusiast.” 

Soph:  “I  don’t  know,  why?” 

Fresh:  “Well  I  hear  him  talking  about  a  “Trotter”  he  wants 
to  get.” 

Miss  P. :  (Latin  I)  “Matilda,  give  the  Latin  for  “friend”.” 
Matilda:  “I-may-cuss.”  famicus) 

Class:  “Oh-ooo-oo-o.” 

*  *  * 

Jimmie  M.  (at  yell  practice)  “W'hen  yuh  get  to  a  Cannibal, 
hold  on  to  ’em.” 
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W.  Griffin :  “Gee,  but  that  bunch  of  joke  editors  is  a  poor  lot." 
Emma  W. :  “Why,  what’s  the  matter?” 

W.  G. :  “’Cause  I  hang  around  them  cracking  jokes  and  they 

never  put  them  in  the  Zephyrus.” 

^  ^ 

Miss  P. :  (in  Latin):  “You  see  the  fourth  declension  is  just 
like  an  old  maid,  it  never  has  a  “bo”  (beau)  in  the  future. 

Hz  if 

I.  L.  (to  N.  L.)  :  “Bob  wants  you.” 

N.  L. :  “He  can’t  have  me.” 

*  *  * 

“Is  Nancy  W.  an  artist?” 

“No,  why?” 

“Well,  she  made  an  awfully  nice  signature  on  the  back  of 
Bill  K’s  collar.” 

“Well  then,  I  guess  that’s  what  she  drew.” 


The  same  offer  as  advertised  recently  in  the  Saturday  Evening  Post  by 
The  Columbia  Phonograph  Company.  Surely  no  home  will  be  without  the 
pleasures  and  benefits  of  a  phonograph  when  such  a  splendid  offer  as  this  is 
within  the  reach  of  all. 

Send  to  our  Fifth  Floor  Parlors  now  for  this  complete  outfit — you’re 
assured  the  same  degree  of  satisfaction  as  though  you  ordered  in  person. 

USE  OUR  CLUB  PLAN  OF  EASY  PAYMENTS  IF  YOU  LIKE. 
$7  ON  PURCHASE  AND  $5  A  WEEK.  NO  INTEREST  OR  EXTRA  CHARGES. 

MEIER  &  FRANK’S  —  —  PORTLAND,  OREGON. 


Outfit  Complete 


Send  to  The 

MEIER  &  FRANK  STORE’S 

5th  Floor 

Talking  Machine  Section 

FOR  THIS  COLUMBIA  "FAVORITE” 
GRAFONOLA  AisD 

26  SELECTIONS 

Including  records  of  the  Sextete  from 
‘  Lucia"  and  the  Quartette  from  “Rigoletto” 


$59.10 


Rogers  Anti-Grip  Tablets 

will  fix  that  cold. 


=TRY  ’EM. 


Chas.  Rogers  &  Son 


Tenth  and 
Commercial  Street 


FRANK  VAUGHAN 

^  D.  D.  S.  ^ 

Pythian  Building-,  Astoria,  Ore. 


Young  men,  notice  the  long  lapels  and 
the  straight  front,.  Many  little  points 
in  this  suit  that  makes  it  fashionable. 


SOME  REASONS  WHY  YOU  OUGHT 
TO  WEAR  A 

HART  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX  SUIT 

are  because  you  get  all-wool  quality,  style 
that  stays,  and  a  guarantee  of  perfect  fit. 

Everything  else  we  sell  is  on  the  same 
high-quality  plane ;  shirts,  hats,  underwear, 
hosiery,  gloves;  all  the  small  necessaries. 
Ready  for  you ;  right  priced. 

P.  A.  STOKES. 

This  store  is  the  home  of 
Hart  Schaffner  Sc  Marx  clothes 
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Central  Meat  Market 

G.  W.  MORTON 

WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL  DEALER  IN 

FRESH  AND  SALT  MEATS 

Telephone  321  542  Commercial  Street 


Residence  Office 

Phone  676R  Phone  455 

W.  C.  Logan 

Dr.  Chas  W  Barr 

D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

523  Commercial  Street 

over  Brown’s  Shoe  Store. 

486  COMMERCIAL  ST. 

YOUNG  MEN  OF  MARK 

Young  men  who  are  keen  college  chaps  and  young  fellows 
in  the  business  world;  men  who  keep  posted  on  styles,  who  know 
correct  clothes  for  gentlemen;  who  appreciate  fine  tailoring; 
who  have  investigated  clothes  values — are  all  agreed  upon 
SCHLOSS  BALTIMORE  Clothes. 

LUUKINEN  &  HARRISON 

llth  and  Commercial  Streets 


Badollet  &  Co. 

GROCERIES 
FRUITS  AND 
VEGETABLES 

Vacuum  Cleaners  for  Rent 

Cor.  9th  &  Commercial 
Phone  135 


—  Why  does  everybody 
go  to  the  Coffee  House? 

— To  get  good  eats,  of  course. 
Billiard  and  Pool  tables 
adjoining 

Foot  of  15th  Street 


TOVERI  PRESS  10th  &  DUANE  STS. 


Look ! ! ! 


AT  THE  DEBATING 
TROPHY  IN 

FRANK  J.  DONNERBERG’S 
WINDOW 

Then  Step  Inside. 


GET  THE  HABIT 

OF  VISITING  OUR  CROCKERY  DEPARTMENT 
New  Goods  Arriving  Weekly 

A.  V.  ALLEN 

SANITARY  STORE 


I 

Ferndale  Butter 

“Always  fresh  and  guaranteed” 


SllVON  li  LOTHMlIN 

CITY  DRUG  STORE 


Ask  your 


G 


r  o  c  e  r 


515  Commercial  Street. 


IMPERIAL  RESTAURANT 

OPEN  DAY  AND  NIGHT 
522—524  COMMERCIAL  STREET 


ASTORIA 


OREGON 


V 


Resolved!  ^ 

FIRST:  That  Astoria  *  is  ^^itled  to  the 
COMMON  POINT  RATE  ON  GRAIN, 
SECOND:  That  “You  Can’t  Look  Foolish  in  a 

Wise  Suit” 

SEE  THE  “POINT?” 

Herman  Wise 

Astoria’s  Reliable  Clothier  and  Hatter. 


STORE  of  CONVENIENCES 

Largest  and  Best  Equipped  and  Stocked  Book  S'tore  in  Oregon 

Outside  of  Portland. 

Free  Telephone 

I'ree  Writing  Desk  and  Material 
(7ity  and  Portland  Directories. 


Stamps  Sold.  Packages  Taken  Care  of. 

Meet  Your  Friends  Here. 

Whitman’s  Book  Store 


